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By William Chester Estabrook

Copyright, 1010, by the New Yock Herald Oo. All rights reservyed.)
WILIGHT drifted across the hills as old Dr.
Ttichel came out of his house and went down
Into the village. A tawny, spring swollen
stream slipped with a gurgitating sound be
neath the worn boards of the pike bridge.
The dust lay in puckers from a recent rain. Mingled
country odors filled the air.

The physician passed the general store that bad be-
longed to Joseph Rittenhouse. He looked in and
waved a frlendly greeting to Joey Rittenhouse, the
dead Joseph's son and the store's present proprietor.
Joey was wearing a blue serge coat and a palr of
white duck trousers. The comblnation was new to
the village. At sight of It the physician's keen eyes
narrowed. He went on down the street to a small
honse that reached up like a brown hand to the bend-
Ing oaks. A bracelet of green dooryard encircled It

Its gate was open for the convenlence of those who
passed dally through it, not from shiftlessness. Thae
front room was filled with the teauous dusk, but tho
one beyond was 1t by a big lamp that flowered lke a
sellow bulb. Beslde it a woman worlted. She was a
iittle sandy thing, between fifty and sixty, In a rough
skirt and green flannel walst. The plns thrust Into
the breast of It were like an Inslgnia. She had a tape
measure about her neck.

“Good evening, Electrn,” the physlelan called from
the door step.

“Why, it's you. Is it, doctor?” she exclaimed, “Come
right in
't you'll

I got my lap full of stuff, so I won't get up
excuse my manners. Sit down there In
yappy’s chair,”

She thrust the chair forward with ber foot and,
with bher foot also, drew toward her one of those
wmenmatic forms over which women fit thelr gowns
nd began to drape the classic flowered gilk folds,

"I 'spose you don't recognize the lady, do you?” ghe
mggested with her erinkling smile.

Dr. Richel stretched his old legz out before him and,
tipping hls head quizzically, regarded the graceful
Qzure

“No, I'm afrald I don't,” he admitted with an
amused look

“It's Mrs. Pereyfield.”

“Is it, indeed?”

Plectra MeCullum gave the headless form an em-
phatic pat and stuck a tentative pin in bere and there.

“IU's the image of her. Its her {o the last fraction
of a curve”

“My acqgualntance with Mrs, Percyfield is not intl-
wate” the old physician gravely observed.

Her faded blue
wves twinkled benenth their sandy brows.

“Mine Is.”

Mliss MceCullum's lips set thinly,

she said suecinetly.

Dr. Itichel looked over at her questioningly. His
lone was eareless

“Just how much do yon happen to know about her,
Electra?’ he inquired

She bit off the end of her thread and, suspending it
und her needle in the air, regarded bim with eyes as
Ee¢en as hls own

“I know she's the prettiest woman that ever came
to this town "

“Umph!™  His fingers mussed the fringe of her
chenflle table cover. “Pretller than Minnle Heston,
tor Instance?"

“Prettler. according to the ordinary man’s ldea of
beauty. A painter or a senlptor would choose Min *

“I was not thinking of the painter or the sculptor,”
e mused.

“No," sald she quickly, “you was thinking of Joey
Rittenhonse.”

A little sllence fell. She broke it by filnglng a sud-
Jen, &harp question at him.—

“What is It that Nature puts In some women that
the don't put In others? It's not good looks nor
lense, the Lord knows. Put It makes all the differ-

mee."

He shook his head. “T think I understand what you
oean, Electra,” he said slowly.

Dr. Richel's Activity.

With quite unnecessary vehemence she whirled the
teadless figure about.

A smlle tugged at the corners of the physician's
yes.

“Tell me what else you know aboul Mrs, Perey-
leld 7"

“8he's come here to marry, Anybody can see that
¥ith half an eye. She's not the kind to make her
»wn living, and then there’s those two children—and
ruch children! The Stutsmans won't keep her for-
wer, even If ghe {s related to them, They've made
tp thelr mind to marry her off, and she's made up
1er mind to be married off—and married she'll Lo,
Tou'll sea.”

She swung the figure about agaln with a clattering
of fron rollers. Bhe touched the flowered folds sig-
alticantly. \

“You know what this dress is roé. don’t you?

“They haven't gone as far as that, have they 7' he
rasped.

She laughed. Her laughter had a fresh, clear
soand.

“'Taint the wedding dress. The Stutsmans are go-
mg to glve a big party for her. A lawn féte, where
werybody dresses In fancy dress. Not masked, you
anderstand; Just fancy costumes. She's going to be a
Dresden shepberdess.” She paused, In the rhythmic
swlng of the needle and looked at him with pregnant
eyes, “She’ll land her lamb, all right!”

Another silence fell

Sllencer were common be-
tween thew

It was the distinct uncomfortableness of
this one that made It unususal.

“Imagine Jvey witn o wife ten years older than
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“Electra,” he

himself—she's thirty-two If she's a day—and two chil-
dren!” she laughed out sharply. “But you couldn't
make him see it like it 18, not if you talked to him till
Maybe if his mother was at home
But nobody clse can.”

you dropped over.
she could Influence him.

The physician's gentle face was full of serlous
anxlety.

“It'1l break Min Heston's heart” Milss McCullum
continued. *“That is, If hearts really break nowadays.
She's so shy and proud she won’t think of fighting for
her rights. She’ll just stay home and shut herself in.
And this—this Pamela in
she'll""

sent Mrs. Percyfleld a vigorous punch and put down

her shepherd's garh,

She gave the innocent lmage of the ab-
her needle. “When n woman wants to bring a man to
the proposal point, and pothing elge will do It, she
always gets up a fancy dress affaler where she can
powder her halr and paint ber cheeks and wear pink
rosebuds, Ever notice?”

Dr. Richel arose with a sigh.

“I'm sorry you regard the situatlon as really grave,
Electra,” he sald

thought her overanxlious.™

“Marna’s been worrying, but 1

Electra McCullum put aside her work and moved
with bhim toward the door.
fully.
In timmes of anxiety as well as In lllness

She looked at him wist-
The village was in the hablt of turning to him
Hls mission
had been one of bealing to other burts and llis than
those of the body alone,

“You can't think of anything to do, can you?' ghe
“Secems as {f it aln't real friendly to

In bher absence and let this

questioned.
Joey's ma to stand by
thiong happen

He stood In the doorway looking down the shadowy
street. The pale lamplight touched his grave old face
and hls uncovered white head,

“It doesn’t, does It? We must see what we can do.
When is thls party®"

“Friday—day after to-morrow. I've got to work
my fingers off to finish that dress, or she'll havé
bysterles agaln.”

“Eh?’ he querled, turning back to her. “What's
that 7"

“Oh, she's that kind all right, for all her posing as
“She

had an awful it of 'em one day becanse she couidn't

being so brave and serene.” Electra noddeq.
find any lavender sewing silk in town. TImagine that
kind of a woman as Mrs. Rittenhouse's daughter-in-
law! Oh, it's awful, Doctor. Poor, focllsh Joey ™
The physiclan smfled his indescribably
smile—that bhalf merry, half gentle smile that was ns
famliliar to the village as his sturdy old figure Itself
“Don't be too hard on him, Electru. e didn't In-
vent that speclal kind of weakness, you know.”

moviog

As he passed the Rittenhouse store he saw that
Joey bad left It In charge of a clerk, and when he
came to the Rittenhouse resldence, further down the
street, the boy bolted out of the gate with one hand
full of honeysuckle and the other fumbling with the
smart bow tie beneath his cleft brown chin.

His Love for the Boy.

He was a stralgbt. bandsome, impulsive lad, with
a way that won hlm lmmediate friends and another
way that kept them. The physiclan loved bhim almost
ke a gon

“Well, Joey 7" he greeted bim

The boy brought up in some confusion.

“I was just taking n few sprays of honeysuckle to
Mrs. Percyfield,” he explained. *“She's so fond of
flowers and (he Stutsmans’ honeysuckle lsn't blooming
yet.”

*I see,” sald Dr. Richel

“l guess you know Mrs. Percyficld, don't you?”’
Joey Inquired, with un admirable show of offhanded-
ness. “She’s pretty fine. It does a fellow good to
S¢e a woman bear things llke she Lears ‘em.™

“M-m! How's that, Joey 7"

“Well. you see, she’s gone through g lot. Her bus-
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down and began tofset careful stitches in the bodlce
of the flowery silk robe.
“Electra,” he Inquired over the rim of the glass, “a
(Ittle decelt is excosable If it's for love, isn't ft?”
“Anything,” sald Electra McCullum, with her thin
shoulders and her *old malid’s figure,” “is excusable
If It’s for that."
He sipped the cherry shrub.
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inquired, “a little deceit is excusable if it's for love, isn'* it?"

She bhad to leave him,

The

bind must have been a brute.

But she never complains. She's game, all right

Stutsmans say the way she met It was splendid.”

Dr. Richel did not comment. ITe was thinking of
the lavender sewing slik,
“It's to be hoped somebody will be able ‘o make up

to her some day for all she's suffered,” the boy said

as he went off

The physician continued on his way home. Ie

shook his wise old hend.

“I don't suppose a man ever livead who at Joey's
age didn’t want to ‘make it up' to some woman older
than himself—a wldow, niloe times out of ten, with

at least one chlld.” A ehuckle slipped out of his
throat. My widow had three!” S

He looked back at the old Rittenhouse home. It
was the only «ne In town that pretended to statell-
How admirably it fitted Joey's mother! The
physlclan could see her there in her con )
flowers, He could see her In the homey old living
e could see her everywhere about the house.
And he could not endure to see Mrs. Perceyfleld there,
even in hls fmagination. The very idea of it hurt
himn. He knew how her prescence would hurt his old
friena Mary Rittenbhouse. And to think of those
unmannerly voungsters belngz turnea loose In such a
plaze! It was unthinkable!

A light streaming from a softly curtalned window
across the street attracted his attentlon and Te de-
liberately went over. He had no intention of pryine,
but he certainly stopped and strained his eves through
the dusk at the girl who sat inslde the roowmn embrold-
ering plece of white linen Now she
worked feverishly, now dropped her work apd sat
staring absently Into space, the toe of her shoe stir-
ring the hem of her gown
cleanly cut young person, with no more pretence than
the flower she embroldered or than her slmple gown
Itself.  As he looked at her he thought of what Electra
McCullum had sald about her—""A palnter or a sculp-
tor would choose Min." The pure profile of her face
reminded bim of the faces of ivory and of marble he
had seen.

He slghed. He knew the world well knew
youth and its e the
chance a girl like this would have against the woman
who had cowme adventurlng ameng them.

When he reached home he did not go Into the house
at once, but sat down on a little bench beneath the
walout tree he had planted 60fty vears before  Ife
leaned his head against the trunk and stared up at
the clouds

It took bhim a long time to go to slecp that night,
and then he dreamed of the cternal triangle of the
man and At breakfast he
traught.  His face showed Its anxlety.
absently at his fish balls.

“What in the world have you got on your mind,
father?’ his duughter In-law Inquired when the chil
dren had finlshed their breakfast and her husband
had left the table

The physleinn arose and pusbed back hls chalr
There was no twiokle left in hils keen old eyes. They
were haras<ed

“I've gol Dresden shepherdesses,” he

The Expedient.

He was dolng up powders for Lizzy Wlilson when
be bad hls idea! It came to bim ke a flash, and he
could hardly walt to get Wilson out of the oflice. T'he
instant he was gone he grabbed his old felt hat and
went off at a trot down the hill toward Electra Mc
Cullum’s

Electra was on her knees before Mrs. Percyfleld's
dress form.

She looked around it at him as he appeared start-
lngly In her inner door,

“Mercy! What Is {t?" ghe mumbled about a mouth-
ful of pins

He gat down, pantlng. He was seventy-one; you
do not go up a hill or come down it at seventy-one
without feellng It

“I've thought of o way to save Joey Rittenhouse
if you'll belp me,” he anid

“I'll do anything,” =ald she, “but don’t you try to
tell we about it for a minute 1 got some of that
cherry shrub you llked so well last year. I'll get it.”
Sbe whisked out of the room and Into It again with a
tull, thin glass on a tray. “Take it,” sbhe commanded,
“and If Marna scolds you let her.
bharm.”

He took It with a chuckllng laugh, and she sat

ness,

rooin,

TOosSes on A

She was a fresh colored,

He

casy lmpressionism knew

[wo women. was dis-

He picked

suld.

"Twon't do you any

E—

lectable things to eat They pulled steadily, persisg
ently. He thought they would drag his arms from
thelr sockets

Thelr mother was saying something, half amuaing
half pathetle, In that \w?dcrrul volce of hers, and hy
didn’t want to lose a word of it. He smlled a detached
smile at the children. Then he bethought him of
somethlng to stop thelr demands and their pulling,
and he brought It forth trinmphantly—shining pew
candy that had come as a sample by the moruing’y
malil.

The boy, who was the older, grabbed it and stuffed
it Into bis mouth till bis cheeks stuck out. He went
off a little way and began to stamp In the dust, kicking
up clouds of it as he mado what he called a circus
ring. But the girl threw herself full length upon the
walk, spat out the offending candy, wiped away the
(aste of it on the gravel and lay there howling In hey
disgust.

“Oh, kiddikins! kiddikins! What will Mr. Ritten
bouse think of mother's darlings?‘ Mrs. Percyreld
erled In charming despalr.  She lifted sweet, appealing
eyes to Joey. It Is so difficult, so fmpossible to
bharsh with them when life bas been so harsh with
me,” she whispered brokenly. *“I must keep unhappi
ness from them as long ns I ean.” She steadled he)
trembling lips Into a smile of bravery, It was he
best trick—a trick that never falled to work with men
of Joey Rittenhouse’s age.

He saw her through a quick mlst of feeling,

A moment later, after pleading Instructlons to he
children, she let Joey take them with him to the store
while she tripped up the path for her last fitting,

Joey Rittenhouse.

Dr. Richel appeared in the store door not more thar
five minutes later and beckoned to the young proprie
tor. The children were half burfed In a fancy cracke
pox and he signalled Joey to let them stay there

“Come acrogs to MeCullum's with me a minute, h
sald briefly

As they approached the house they henrd Mre
Percyfield's volce. It was exclted. It was higl
pitched. But for certaln unmistakable tones of 1
they would not have known It. It cut the afr llke
loose wire that twists and hisses. It threw {tself on
stingingly, then colled up with a Jangle. It was no
nice to hear

The two men paused at the doorstep.

“You've ruined my gown! Youo've ruolned [t?
ghrilled Mrs. Pereyfield rfrom Electra's foner room,

“But 1 will make you another,” Electra sald appeas-
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She raged, she berated, she importuned.

“A man ought to get the gIrl that was meant for
bim. oughtn't ke And there's no question In your
milnd, is there, that Minnie Heston 18 the girl for Joey
Rittenbhouse "

“Not a smitch of a question,” she declared with
emphasls

He arose and set down hils glass.
the Inanimate “double” of the
against whom he was plotting.

“Then come In here, away from thnt embarrassing
figure, and I'll tell you my plan” he sald boldiug open
the door of her small dining reom for her and passing
through after her

- L - . - - 2

e glanced at

very anlwate lady

At four o'clock that afternoon tne Stutsman phae-
ton, bearing the Percyiield famlly, or that part of It
which remained intact, drove down the village street
toward Electra McCullum's, It was a deep, black
by a blg black horse, The three
in white. The bands of the children's
bats were crimson, llke the roses of thelr mother's.
Beneath the roses Mrs, Pereyfield's hazel cyves locked
out searchingly and found what they \\!‘r(‘-m'l*klll,f-<

phaeton drawn
Fereytelds were

Joey Rittenhouse swinging down the street.

Also they saw Dr. Richel sauntering lelsurely along.
And Mrs. Percyfield leaned out and bowed sweetly, If
a bit ostentatiously, to the old man whom the lc-,v\\'u
revered

Reaching Mlss hitehing post, she
stepped llghtly phaeton, untied the hiteh
strap from the horse's bridle, looked at the post. then
at the strap, and then at Joey Rittenhouse, whom she
affected to see for the trst ume,

MeCnllum's
from the

She threw out her
hands In a pretty gesture of helplessness and awalted
him.

“What should 1 do without you?

0

I'm such a use-
less person!” she murmured as he tled the horse and
lifted out the small Percyfields

The instant the children touched terra firma they
grabbed Rittenhouse’'s hands and swung onto lhim,
clamoring to be taken fo hls store. The store meant
candy and ruistns and fes and crackers and other de-

Ingly. "I'll buy the materin]l and you ghall have it for
to-morrow night. 1 promise.”

“And what will it be like, the imperlons volce de-
manded. “A horrid, cheap thing that I wouldn't wear.
I won't have ft. Your Impudence In making such a
suggestlon is amazing. What shall T do? What sball
I do? Such carelessness. Such joexcusable
rance"——

igno-

“I was very tired. I'd worked on it half the night
My bands were not quite steady.”

“What Is it to me how long you had worked?' Mrs,
Percyfield screamed. *“It's your buslness, Iso't it?
When I bire a geamstress to sew for me I expect her
to do It without whining about how long it takes. I
pay her for her time. Don't try to excuse yourself,
It's unforglvable. It's sheer carelessness, I tell yon.
It's more than I can bear!"”

She lost the last slipping hold on unerself
herself go completely. She raged. She berated. She
lmportuned.  She commanded. She laughed, She
cried.  She bad, In short, the worst case of hysterla
that the doctor bad ever, In all the long years of his
experience, encountered.

She let

He looked at Joey Rittenhoase
white.

The boy's face was

“I heard her a4 T came along,” the doctor v his-
pered, “and I thought you ought to know, Joey, lad."

Young Rittenhouse dld not speak, He turned and
hurried back to his store

When Mrs. Percyfield came out of Electra Me-
Cullum’s with motted cheeks and blazing eves and
twitehing lips the clerk led her children over to her
and untied ber borse for her,

That evening, In the protecting dusk, Dr. Richel
went agaln to Electra MeCullum's,

Electra looked lmp and tired, but trivmphant.

“You seen Joey since?' she asked.

The dector smlled softly, satisfiedly !

“Joey's gone to the ¢ity for a few days,"” he sald.
“He won't be at the party.”




